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THE MAN WHO STOLE THE DUCKS. 


At the Old Bailey, on July 23, 1796, Charles Scoldwell 
was charged with feloniously stealing, taking, and carrying 
away two live, tame ducks the property of John Spurling. 

Mr. Spurling was a baker, at Bedmont, and Scoldwell 
was entrusted with a writ of execution against him, and 
accompanied by his man ed to take arrest the 
debtor. The amount of the debt was £16 7s., and at two 
o'clock at night they made their appearance at the house. 
Upon being asked to explain his motive, Scoldwell said that 
he had a writ, and that Mr. Spurling must at once accom- 
pany him to Newgate. 

The debtor objected to being dragged out of bed at this 
unseemly hour, and suggested he might procure the money 
an hour or two later, but the bailiff, with that insolence so 
common among his class, swore that there was no use talk- 
ing, and that Spurling must pay for a post chaise and start 
at once. The unnecessary expense enraged the other, who 
offered the use of his own gig. This, however, would not 
do and the bully ordered carriage from the livery stables 
and insisted that they should start at once. At length, 
however, the bailiff’s man ventured to ask what sort of 9 
settlement could be made by Mr. Spurling, who immedi- 


“If T couldn't do more speakin’ in 


“Ty am not like you, Miss Nottyoung. I soon forget half a hour than any one of these ‘ere 
a thing.” “Oh! I don't, Mr. Softop. For instance, members of Parlyment could in any ately offered to pay £15 down that he had in the house 
1 can well remember things that happened when I was blessed ten minutes of their bloomin’ “This ‘I knock ‘em, Maria, and to give security for the remainder of the debt. 
quite a little girl.” “Ah!— yes. Remarkuble lives, then I'd give you leave to say and no error; these ‘ats are real “Have you a watch?” asked Scoldwell, peremptorily. 
memory! Oh-h—cr—er—oh !” I'm not sober.” luvly 1” “Jf so, 1 must have it.” And the uuhappy debtor was 


170 


obliged to give up his watch, worth four times the amount of the 
balance of the demand, The biilitf, however, was not yet satisfied. 


“Such gentlemen as we are.” suid he, “cannot come into the 
sountry without something to cover our expenses, You nut Or 
us for our time and trouble.” There were ten shillings in the till in 


halfpence that had been taken the previous day, and these were 
then handed over to him. 

This, however, was not all. He espying two fine ducks feeding 
in Spurling’s paddock, got his man to sneak them quietly away 
unseen, 

Still, however, he was not satisfied, and he demanded some 
additional surety should be found; in the end taking a lease of the 
baker's house with him, with a note of forty pounds, with a con- 
dition that unless the debt and costs were paid within twenty-one 
davs all should be his own. 

On his way to town the joyous bailiff recited to the coachman 
the clever way he had bamboozled the baker out of his watch and 
ducks. Funny, though, as the joke may have been, it was unwise 
to tell it, and Spurling having subsequently redecmed the watch, 
lease, and note of hand for forty pounds, Scoldwell in due course 
stood with a long face at the bar fur stealing that very expensive 
pair of ducks. 

He was found guilty and received a sentence of seven years’ 
transportation, which, says the reporter, “ he richly deserved.” 

Few persons like bailifis. I believe even millionaires, the 
nobility, and the Editor of “Storer” don’t take kindly to them 
across their own thresholds, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLESS BOY. 


CHAPTER 1.—( Continued.) 

THERE. is a black cook on board with one eye who says he 
is ack of his life. The passengers and crew are only sick of his 
cooking. 

The black cook and me and Billiam have counted up thore 
abuard and think it will be a toughish job for us three to tackle 
allof them. There is the captain and six hands, and the Burlesque 
Co., numbering eighteen, inclusive of the Boss and twelve " 

The cook suggests rats’ poison in the stew at supper, and heave 
the dead bodies overboard. Me and Billiam think that the unfor- 
tunates will rise up in a body against their grub if he makes it any 
nastier than it has been lately. 

He says, then, it must be bloodshed when all sleep. Billiam says 
it seems to be almost a pity to murder all the twelve girls. He 
calls it a waste. ‘ 

The Black Cook says the Bloodless Boy bed better murder the 
Man steering and then take the wheel. The Bloodless Boy asks 
where to? If there's rough weather after the massacre things 
ninyn’t go easy. 

To-night has been fixed on for the carnage, and Billiam and the 
Bloodless is sharpening cutlasses, 

Meanwhile, the wretched victims, little thinking how near is 
their doom, are supping with prodigal profusion and quafting ruby 
wine. But the moment draws near, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ya envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitéied. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry, CLEM, we're not at present Able to accept 
You're mistaken, A.C. FINDER ; J/e's az j asa 
glad to hear it, CABBIE; ALLY sends his hind regards. Not at 
present, WILLIAM ANTON, Thongs it’s always on the cards, 
Much obliged for tip, A BACKER; SLOPER will be there, you bet, 
No, the Ancient has decided Nothing of the kind as yet. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


our work, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
~- excepted, post free: oo : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
& arrangement atour |. 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


I 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in'a Railway Accident to Train in 
swhich they are travelling, in any part of the United cegiee 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLoPEn’s HALF-HoLIDaY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'cloe: , and the 
Insurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
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A CAT-ASTROPHE. 
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only it’s a werry different 
is way—so just chuck it.” 
(P.S.—They did, 


“I'm quite game to give a hencore 
sort of game to wot you're sending up 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 631.—The “ Rambler Cycling” Costume. 


wa 
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“ Papa says the new at the Hall ought to be cultivated.” 
“ Yes they ouahl to, | eaeugrdocin not. Most shockingly vulgar 
crew I ever came across!” 


Of all the woes with smiling mien, 
That harass man in mortal state. 
There's none to beat that fiend, I 
ween, 
Who briskly utters, “Water 
Rate!” 
—Shoe Lane Sonnets, Vol. 2, p.97. 


QUITE RIGHT, TOO! 


Twins! and ALLY says he 
could do with a few more like 
‘em. The Old Man feels you 
can’t have too much of a good 
thing. : 


Minna (sith a young man). Yes, dear, and he can stand six feet 
in his boots. 

Brenda (without one). Dear me! Enormous! Why, you can 
hardly stand two in yours without pinching, can you, dear?! 


a 


_ (Saturday, May 20, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


Young Matron, Yes, there is no doubt but that matrimony js , 
great lottery. I have heard, do you know, that the must cley; 
men are dreadfully trving to live with. : 

Niraggerman, Really! I've never heard my wife complain, cd, 
you kuuw. *,° 


“You don't call this milk, do you?” asked the long-sufferinz 
customer, ns he inspected the watery pint just ladled out to hin, 
“Strike me pink if | don’t have yer prosecuted for sellin’ ‘arf ani 
‘arf without a publican’s licence, - 


Old Rascal. You wouldn't take me to be a—er—er—middle-age 
man, my dear, would you now? 
Young Innocent (taking stock of the false teeth, calves ani 


colour, the dycd moustache, and evident wig). No, indeed 
Shouldn't. You look too bally old for that." el 
Twas of a debt collector whom, 
When his brief course was run, 
tes wrote these lines upon his tomb : 
* His life’s work here was dun.” 
ss 
s 
Dig Sister (receiving visit from her “ latest”). Bobbie, dear, 
don't you think you would like to run away and play in the 


rden? 
a wful Young Brother, Oh! yes, 1 daresay, you'd like me to, I 
know. Then why dvesn't Mr. Spoonleigh give me sixpence to do 
it, same as all your other mashers do? 
[And only last eccning she had assured the poor bounder he 
was “the only man she had ever lured.” 


First Man (mecting friend), Well, old chap, and how are you 
getting along now, e ’ 

Sccond Man. Been doing organ) Beponranc thanks. 

First Man, Oh! that's good. Glad to hear it, I'm sure. What's 
the particular game? 

Sccond Man, Playing tambourine as corner man in a nigger 
troupe, °° 


“ My girl,” snid the proud mother, whose daughter had taken to 
bloomers and a cycle, “my girl has got the rationals.” “ Dear 
me!” responded the other good dame, in a voice expressive of the 
deepest sympathy, “dear me! how sad. Er—I hope it isn’t any. 
thing catching?” *,° 


THE tale of the prowess of Yorkshire and Surrey 
To emulous ALLY there came ; 

Aud the Fossilized Fogie set off in a hurry 
To gain himself cricketing fame. 


But the Foie is now in despondency whining 
The heart of the Fogie is sore— 

Through a Dog of a Publican flatly declining 
To let him kUN UP A LONG SCORE! 


s 
Husband. Morning, doctor; 1 wish you'd look in and sce the 
wife, I'm rather alarmed about her. 

Doctor, Certainly, What's the trouble? 

Husband. | don't kuow what it may develop into, but it’s some- 
thing very serious. 

Doctor, What ave the aympecmee? 

Husband, Why, three nights running I've left half a sovereicn 
in the corner of my waistcoat pocket, and she’s never taken tu 
trouble to shift it, 


——— i 


A QUEER CIRCUS. 

THE life of s comedian ix not all beer and skittles; there are 
hard times and rough ones before a man earns his hundred pouniis 
aweek, Anex mee related by James Marco, the taller of the 
Twine Marco who recently created such a furore at the Empire, 
goes far to prove the fact, and id cause some aspirants to think 
twice. 

Marco had been travelling for some time with a circus in 
California, and had reached a secluded spot somewhere up the 
north-east. It was a strange circus to travel with, for there was 
not a single horse in it. They had a fat woman, a monkey, a 
bearded lady, a bar performer, and one or two others—making in 
all eight human rmers and a monkey. But twenty other 

ple travelled with the show, and they were what is technically 
Keown as “ fakers,” their object being to make money in any 
unholy way that commended itself. Sometimes they picked 
pockets, sometimes they sold tickets and kept the change and 
refused admission until the poor patron payed over again. Tuy 
were out to get money and they did not care how they got it. 

Marco began to tire of being mixed up with such a crowd, 
especially as his salary was never paid. Others in the troupe wer 
of the same opinion, A man whose wagon carried the tent, and 
who had received no cash for his hire, readily promised to take 
the eight Lia poirot back to civilisation. But the night before 
the ine ed to start, a big, hulking fellow ofa faker faced Marco, 
and said, 

“ We hear you are going to quit.” 

“ And what then?” asked Marco. 

“ Well, we've dealt with people like you before. If you try to 
get away from the show, you'll be shot dead on the spot.” : 

Scarcely liking the aspect of affairs, Marco subsequently enquired 
the way to the house of the sheriff. He found that worthy-s 
blacksmith. His assistant was working at the bellows, The 
sheriff swung the hammer. Marco explained. 

“ Are you the fellow that does the contortion business?” 

“Tam,” said Marco. k 

“sit right down,” said the sheriff. “I am the sheriff of this 
county, and I know the kind of show you're with. I ousht to 
know something about circuses. Yours is the second that’s becn 
here in twenty-tive years.” 

“What am I todo?” 

“Get right back, and if there’s any trouble, come for me. 
and Leonard. Leonard is deputy sheriff.” 

Leonard was the man blowing the forge. He had not spoken a 
word, but he bowed. 

“Show him the guns, Leonard.” a 
hese produced two formidable pistols from the side of the 

ows, 

“ Useful, sometimes,” said the sheriff. “ When customers out 
want to pay, we show them the toys. They generally pay then. 

Marco left the hospitable sheriff, and returned tu his lodginzs. 
He found that the wagon containing their luggage had been over: 
turned by the “fakers,” and the driver was sitting un the heap. 
Marco went back and told the sheriff. 

* Leonard, fetch Jim,” said the sheriff. : 

Jim, being fetched, proved to be a man about six feet six, and he 
was stuck all over with knives and pistols. Similarly armed. the 
blacksmith-sheritf and deputy Leonard strode off to the over: 
turned wagon. The fakers stood around it. ‘The sheriil 
addressed them. 

“ Look here,” he said, “I know you kind o' folks, Jim here, 
and deputy Leonard, and me the sheriff, we understands fightins. 
These actor folks don’t. They are going away nt once. If you 
interfere, we fight you. Leonard never missed in his life. 
Jim is just as sure, und I ain't counted bad. Boys, get on the 
wagon, 

The wagon was righted, the troupe mounted, the horse moved 
on. The fakers stood still. The victery was won. F 

Sheriff, deputy, and Jim went twenty-five miles with that 
wagon, until the little company was in safe country, then they 
said Good-bye. “Give us a call when you come back this way, 
cried the sheriff. 

Marco has uever been back yet. 


Me 


Saturday, May 80, 1896] 
MIGHT HURT His FEELINGS. 


« So sorry, Sir James, that I should mistake you for your butler.” 
“It's all right; but be sure you don’t mention the aftair to him, 
as he’s rather touchy on those matters.” 


TOOTSIE AT EARL’S COURT. 


In its announcements the new pleasure resort calls itself the 
Empire of India and Ceylon Exhibition, but that is rather a long 
title—the very bright and delightful show will, no doubt, by the 
general public be called simply ndia, or the Indies. 

Of the attractions most boomed, let me firat say a word or two, 
The great, circular stationary panorama of Ancient Rome, is a 
truly wonderful work, the like of which does not exist in the world. 
The figures in the picture represent the triumphal procession of 
Constantine, when the power of Rome was at its height. The 
superb modelling of these figures,and the magnificent architectural 
drawing could not be surpas 

The Great Wheel is still here, and reemingly wonderfully attrac- 
tive. Inthe huge Empress Theatre, seating five thousand, is to be 
found Imre Kiralfy’s graud historical spectacle, Jndia ; the one 


Light refreshment for the elephants, 


we have seen hefore, but in places, wonderfully improved. The 
great ship scene is better than ever, and the ballet, with its count- 
less dancers, a thing of beauty long to remember. 

All this ean be seen by daylight, and by night, too, of course ; 
but I suppose, dears, it will be more your idea to see the lovely 
xardens lit up, and listen to the bands of the Rritish Greuadier 
Guards, so ably led by Lieut. Dan Godfrey ; the 2nd Life Guards, 
under Mr. C, H. Hall ; or Signor Venanai's Orchestra. 

Very charming it is to sit or stroll in these pleasure gardens ; 
and very popular the Show will be if we happen to have warm 
nights. One thing will be hailed with pleasure by the visitors to 
Earl's Court, and that is the new Western Arcade, affording direct 
communication to that part of the gardens hitherto cut off by 
the intersecting Midland Railway. 

had rather an adventure the night 1 went. Tob and Billy, 

who accompanied me, went off to look at the elephants. one ot 
which, b the way, made short work of « bag of buns the Honour- 
able had invested in, A native gentleman, who afterwards 
informed me he was 2 Prince of somewhere or other quite unpro- 
nouncable, picked up a handkerchief I had dropped, and we had 

quitea jolly chat 

until the boys 

came back. J 

wonder what it 

feels like tu bea 

Princess ? 

1 do not fancy 
that in our time, 
although we are 
supposed to 
marching 

- rapidly, we shall 
7 everseenrevival 
of dancing gar- 
dens, yet how 
wonderfully 

y popular they 
would be. As to 
the arguments 
against them, 
they really 
amount to 
nothing. Naugh- 
ty persons go 
everywhere, and 
f \\ dancing would 

\' make them none 

* the naughticr. 
Tipsy people go 
every where they 
can get in, but why allow tipsy people into a dancin garden? 
Aud if they get tipsy inside. are they not as easily turned out from 
one of these ns from any other? Public manners in the old days 
of Cremorne were very different to what they are now. 
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Tootsie on the flirt. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd. 


SLOPER'S PlLls 


PRICE 9}4 PER BOX (50 PILLS) 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH BOX. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


Carnaby House, Huddersfield, 
April 17th, 1896. 
GENTLEMEN,—Re good enough to send two 
more bores of your wonderful Sloper’s Pills by 
return of post, Stamps, 1s. 7d., enclosed, 
Yours very respectfully, 
JAMES HEALEY. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
oid. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a. IES 
safe, certain, and speedy refnedy for all irre- LAD 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which ; 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difticult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


i] 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is rie impossible, 
as i Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety . 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, © 
although for over three months I 0 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise. 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is joes ous ss, 
as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case, 

Full parce will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of add envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8, ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W 


eofefofofatatatatatefelelofrfolettator 


AN HONEST MEDIOCINS. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Uncqualled. The mes effectual encarth. Nothing can resist them. 
9§d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6, Sent free from observation by 


DR. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
DR. DAVIs's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 


of a stamped envelope. 


A’ MILLIONAIRE’S DISCOVERY. 

THE very last place in the world in which you'd expect to come 
across @ millionaire—and “Tomato,” as the golden youth of the 
Stock Exchange calls him, is a millionaire four or five times over— 
would be inside a penny “pirate” yellow-bellied "bus, plying 
between Waterloo ana Camberwell Gate, and absolutely 
revelling in the ride. 

Yes, there ent the great financier, whose smile can send Stocks 
up by a couple of points, and whore frown when the bacon’s over- 
done at breakfast would strike terror into the heart of many” 
foreign ambassador, comfortably leaning against the threadbare 
carpet cushioning, his arms folded and his eyes closed, tively 
giving himself up heart and soul to the imaginary delights of the 
journey. These penny Waterlvo-Camberwell “ pirates "—for, of 
course, you can’t all be expected to know them—are about the 
most uncomfortable old caravans now on the London streets ; but 
“Tomato” seemed to like it all the better. Whenever this par- 
ticular shebang cannoned against 1 coal w or collided with a 
ginger-beer van, the millionaire smiled in his sleep and muttered, 
“Capital, capital!” Once the off-hind wheel “s idded ” in the 
car a for something under a quarter of a mile, eo that the "bus 
und the horses formed two sides of a triangle, presently letting go 
with a swing that threw the conductor off his rch on to the pave- 
ment; the great city stock-holder only gat “Lovely, lovely!” 

An awful jerk just by the corner of Albany Road (caused by the 
near-side horse falling into a digging made by some of the Gas 
Company’s artificers, who were re-laying some pipes) shook the 
whole ’bus from bowsprit to rudder, and despite the that the 
millionaire cried “ Delightful! First class!" our young man was 
about to alight when the greatest mre of these or any other 
times opened his eyes. A glance o joyful recognition came into 
them as they fell upon the SLOPERIAN chronicler. 

“Great Mimms!” he ejaculated, “how da ye do? Fancy you 
falling across me practising my great cure!” 

The SLOPER man smiled encouragingly, though he didn’t com- 

rehend the speech. He asked the great financier where he was 


“Oh! back to Waterloo,” he snid, “then twice backwards and 
forwards again. We do e-ch journey in about forty minutes, and 
then it'll be time to go home to dress for dinner.” 


gone months and months age, lops over one side as though top- 
heavy, one little b 
never pull together, driver had a drop of booze, and the road not 
over good—why, live 
weeks’ steady walking would give it!” 

Then, full of wonderment and admiration, our man dropped off, 
and, as the "bus swung back when relieved of his weight and gave 
nn ominous jerk, the last sounds he heard were the mutteriugs of 
that millionaire— 

“That's it! Splendid! Ripping!” 


oo 


OVERHEARD IN THE COFFEE ROOM. 
Bowser (to waiter), | thought FT told you to boil the eggs for 
four minutes? Here, you've been twelve minutes at it! 
Waiter. But, you know, you ordered three eggs, sir. 


ov 
+ 


* the journey very pleas- 


NOT A DOUST OF IT. 


“Young man, I have invented a machine for photographing 
people's tainds.* “Golly! there'll be a guod many blank pegs 
tives knocking about, ain't there?” a ted Rank eae 


— 


Kener nie ee ha pert i 
eR really was badly in need of a little holiday, Everyone 
in the oftice had noticed how awfully queer he had been looking 
for quite a loug time, and when he told them he intended to run 
down to the seaside for Whitsun they felt it was the best and 
wisest thing he could do. As he said himself he was fairly played 
out, but the seaside always did agree with him, and two or three 
days at Margate would eat..hiin up again as right as a trivet. 

mper went down on the Friday evening before Whitsan, and 
what was his delight us he made his way along the platform at 
Cannon St to come 
across a couple of his 
very choicest pals, Lush- 
leigh and Mopper, also, 
he found on enquiry, 
bound for the same in- 
vigewoting health re- 
sort. They managed 
to get through three 
Scotch and sodas before 
the train started, and 
with a bottle of whisky 
and a pack of cards 
mana; to while away 


antly, ~. 

Of course, they put up 
at the same hotel, a snug 
little crib recommendec 
by Mopper; “ Not very 
near the sea, but tirst- 
rate grub and booze, 
my, boy.” A merry 
little dinner, and the all adjourned to the theatre, had a few more 
drinks, came back, played billiards and drank more whisky for an 
hour or two, and went up to bed as steadily as they could. 

None of them felt up to much the next morning. but after 
struggling with a bit of breakfast they got as far as the Hall-by-the- 
Sea. Here apne discovered a barmaid he'd known in town, 
and after the fourth round Ramper and Mopper dropped off to 
sleep. Lushleigh woke them up about four, and they hada gin 
and bitters at most of the houses on the way home to get an 
appetite for dinner. Put in an hour or two at the Hall in the 
evening until asked to leave; M.C. considered their style of 
dancing a little too enthusiastic. Came back. More billiards, 
more drinks, and finished the evening (about 4a.m.) with a game 
at Nap in bedroom. 

Sunday. Ramper, too tired to join his friends till after lunch, 
slept all the morning in the smoking-room, but revived towards 
evening and went on the razzie till closing time. 

Monday, Bank Holiday. Same programme as Saturday, but 
started earlier and finished later, Grand wind up, and all taken 
forcibly to respective rooms by porters and waiters. 

Great Jee Willikins! who is this pitiable wreck that crawls into 
the office just before noon on Tuesday? Surely it is—but no, it 
cannot be—and yet—yes—no—yes, it 18 Ramper! 

The sea breezes hadn't done the poor fellow much good. 


or 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 14. 
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JAZPER.© .SLOPER- r 
JASPER CAMEMBERT SLOPER. 
Rory, 1345. SPITTED, 1383. 


From the Equestrian Statue by Sir Edgar Boehm, in Trafa'gar 
Square, 2 


Poet. Yaas, since the publication of my last set 
of poems, | have been a good run after. 
ellie Hikiks. Indeed! Creditors? 


WENT WITH A SNAP. 


aby. What's become of your akc gar if 
les. Oh! poor beggar killed himself. Got 

i at it —miscalculated— 
, don'tcherknow. 


Snig; 
Swo, 
Ld on back —snap 
chopped himself in 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A FEAST O’ REASON. 
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OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ANTHONY HOPE, Esq. 


Mr. Anthony Hope was sitting the other afternoon in his study, 
busily engaged on his next book, when suddenly the door was burst 
open saat there entered, in full Teutonic uniform, A. SLOPER, also 
Alexandry and Bill Higgins, similarly garbed, followed by the fair 
Evelina, wearing a princess's coronet. “ SLOPER!” cried Mr. Hope, 
starting to his feet, “ what is the meaning of this unwarrantable intru- 
sion, and why this uerading? The first of May is past, and we 
are far from the fifth of November.” (1) “ My dear Hope,” cried the 
Eminent, “calm yourself. You see in me a counterfeit presentment 
of the King of Ruritania, Prisoner of Zenda. The uniform, I take it 
ia fairly correct. I flatter myself I have the true Elphberg nose, and 
(here he removed his helmet), my three hairs I have had dyed 
Elphberg red. And I rather think,” weut on A. SLOPER, producing 
his bottle, “that 1 can put it away with the best of that race. Your 
health, my good fellow! may you and your clever novels continue to 
flourish !—(2) Now here” (turning to his first-born male) “ we have 


back) “Black Michael.—§(4) Come hit my child,” (this to the 
blushing Evelina). “ My son's fiancée, Hope. she not make an 
ideal Princess Flavia? Like you the Flavia? "——(5) Just then the 
boys, who had been pushing one another so as to get first place, sud- 
denly went for one another. ‘Nay, Hope,” cried A, SLOPER, “ part 
them not. The little incident carries out more fully the idea of your 
exciting book.” “SLOPER,” said Mr. Hope, sternly, “you have not 
yet given me the reason for this idiotic fooling.” “I thought you'd 
like it, Hope, my boy. I have simply come to interview you.” 
“SLOPER, there are three courses open to you—either to leave quietly, 
in custody of the police, or be chucked.” “I choose the first,” said A. 
SLOPER. “Come, my children.” “ But, feyther,” said the Blue- 
Eyed, “we ain't drawed no revolvers.” “Come, my children,” said 
A. SLOPER, sadly, “ Anthony Hope, youare a good fellow and a splen- 
did novelist, but when tuo late you will be sorry for this. Farewell |” 


Randolf Rassendyll.— (3) And here” (petting Bill Higgins on the 
er, 
{ 


) 


Sloper 
photographs from 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


(Saturday, May 80. 1896 
GAS-TRONOMY. 


Awful effect of drinking too much soda and 


milk when bicycling 


THE ADVANTAGES OF IMAGINATION. 


Applicant tor errand bey's berth. But two 


shillin’ a week ain't much 
Mr. Isaacs. 


Not if you look at ’em as mere 


shillings, p'r’'aps. But just think of the number 
o’ men walking about as ain’t worth one blessed 
farden ! and then try to imagine what ninety-six 
fardens a week—paid reg’larly—means ! 


*,*° Miss 
these of her 


will be delighted to receive 
riends 


whose 


TOOTSIEB’S FRIENDS. 


No. 445.—Miss ESTHER PALLISER. 
“ A poet’s pen I'd need to tell my passion.” 
a Tas Dook Snook. 
“Oh! lovely maid, condemn me not to madness!” 
—Lord Bob. 
“Yor I must love, where others may Hag 7 
—The 


on, Billy. 
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Saturday, May 80, 1896.) 


“ie ¢-R.0. Brigade . 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


__ The lawyers and their “ people" go To see the Temple Gardens Show :—This useful corps, I'm glad to find, In discipline is not behind :—If not adjusted soon 
with care, ‘Twill prove a serious affair :—An act of clemency, for which The Czar should reap reward most rich :—The Horse Guards Levée was, of course, Attended 
by the usu'l force :—On Whitsun Monday this event Occurred, and crowds to see it went :—Fresh from success on foreign shore, Sir Henry comes back home once 


more——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A SMART CAPTURE. 


HE GOT ALL HIS BROTHER'S THINGS, 


«MEET ME BY MOONLIGHT ALONE.” ey ss cee wae pistere ar you doing to your. 
i i ing). ¥' "t thi is i s, h self?” “ Pullin’ out me teeth, muvver. Bill's gone 
I Te (referring to the flowers she's wearing). You can’t think, Miss Mennisesuns, how to have his drored, and you aoe [Dallbatmarcite 
She (hastily). Oh! Mr, Goodcatch, how very, very sudden ! wear his left-off things. 
MATEY 
eal be ie 


ANOTHER INFANT PRODIGY. 


\ 1 72 


Ria, 


+ 
ell 
el /) i ’ : a 
“Wn. Nutdivides « only 0 
~ “Thanks, awtully ; f am so glad you have been 
Artist. Did you ever try to draw, my little man? able to mend it. How much shall I pay you!" 
Urchin (with his eye on the pipe). 1 did once, but : Nothing Miss, nothing; to look at yer sweet 
cot sick. But if ye giv’ me yer pipe, I'll have Proud Grandfuther. Oh! yus, she’s a regler musical genesis, she 1s. She kin play pretty self is enough. Lor, | only wish there was a 
wi’ both ands a’ready. an’ ‘er teacher sez she'll be able to play with ‘er car directly. few more like you come this wav.” 


another try, 


ALLY-CAMPANE, 


—_ 

YVeETTE GUILBERT was compelled to abruptly terminate her enc- 
cessful cngagement ut the Empire on account of domestic trouble, 
The gifted artiste hopes, 
however, to be back in 
Englavd in time for the 
Gaiety matinée on the 
28th. Her presence at the 
Empire crammed the 
house to overflowing every 
night, and her reception 
was immense. Albeit it is 
not everyone who can ayp- 
»reciate her great talent. 


The two popular ballets 


the “Cin.,” and the usual 
first-rate selection of vari- 
eties, complete the always 


high-class programme. 


s 

The Sloper Warrant 
has just been towed 
upon Mr. Adam Carr, of 
34 Preston Street, 
Brighton, that gentleman 
thereby being appointed 
Cigar and Baccy Supplier 
to A. SLOPER. The event 
is being much talked of 
in London-by-the-Sea,and 
the town will be illumi- 
nated on Monday next to 
commemorate it. It is 
also rumoured that free 
drinks will bein evidence, 


e 
ONLY a few wecks since we ao in this column of Edgar 
Smart's great success on tour as cengali, With heartfelt sorrow 
we now record his early death. Struck down with umonia 
while acting in Rochdale, under the care of a. most loving wife he 
was getting better, when failure of the heart unexpectedly brought 
about his end. As an actor he possessed unusual ability, but 
chance never seemed to give him the neceasary opportunity of 
making a big name in London. Like all players, for many years 
he had fright ap dey work, but he bore his cross manfully—his 
pak was truly beautiful. With a sad sweet smile he would say 

e had got used to his troubles, and that he firmly believed that 
bright and happy days were in store for him. He loved his life 
and adored his profession, and only a few months before his last 
illness he told us he wished to live as long as ever it were possible 
for a human being to live. Asa man he was the — sweetest, 
and most sympathetic creature that ever breathed, and when we 
left him to his eternal rest in Hampstead churchyard we felt that 
not only those who knew and loved him, but the world generally, 
was poorer by the loss of a truly genuine and splendid fellow. 


Nosopy needs to be told that the country is badly in want of 
rain. Its scarcity this Spring has been another smack in the face 


for the unhappy agricultu- 
Yes tmatt rist, whose phiz. becomes 
tight but this daily longer as he watches 


the havoc played by Old 
Sol with the once promi- 
sing hay cropa. The awful 
drought of likea 
fearful phantom before his 
eyes, and he wonders if the 
infliction is to be repeated 
this year. ALLY is awfully 
sorry for the farmer, but 
he is now doing all he can 
for him. Write about the 
weather and it's almost 
sure to change before the 
lines are in the hands of 
the —. This is why 
the Eminent is inditing 
this paragraph. 


THE Time-Worn Edifice 
has this day conferred the 
“ Award Merit ” upon 
HENRY TROTERE, because 
he wrote“ In Old Madrid.” 
“Ie just shows, feyther,” 
remarked the Cerulean- 
Orbed, reprovingly, “how 

you're liable to pass over 
the most deservin’ cases if you don't keep that blessed old optic 
of yourn wide open, 'Ere’s one of the most popular composers 
of the day bin waitin’ all this time for ‘is rights, and you've onl 
just giv’ ‘em ‘im. Blow me, Old ‘Un, if you can’t conduct this 
blessed rag a bit hetter, ‘and the thing over to me, and——” t 
here the Autiquated very properly asserted himeelf, and what he 
did hand over to Alecanary ought to keep that youngster quiet 
for a month, *° 


The Tootsie Club, now being organized, will be quite a new 
departure in Indies’ clubs, All the members are to wear black 
tights with gold clocks right up. Gentlemen visitors will only be 
admitted when in chain armour, | 


Rast wind 


s 
THE following was overheard outside a newspaper shop a few 
nights back : “ Looked ‘ere, Bill, d’yer see wot it says on this ‘ere 
board ?—‘ President Kruger iid parrot with Mr. Chamberlain.’ ” 
Aud Bill replied, “ Bally wars ! do ‘e really, tho’?”” 


THF Falstaff of Mr. Beerbohm Tree is really a marvellous 
When 


we consider the physical dissimilarity 
: between the 
Haymarket les- 
see and the 
burly knigh 

the wonderful 
art displayed in 
the perfect 
make-up must 
alone excite our 
admiration. But 
this is far from 
all, The voice 
bears no resem- 
blance to that 
of Mr. Tree: it 
is really what 
we should ex- 
pect from the 
coarse, bullying, 
swaggering, 
wine - bibbing 
swash - buckler. 
We are treated 
in fact to the 
most _ realistic 
personification 
of the character 
Rare 5 Shakespeare 
drew, another artistic triumph for the great actor. There is 
much also that is interesting and beautiful in Henry IV., notably 
the Battlefield of Shrewsbury, perhaps the most perfect staye- 
picture of its kind ever witnessed, 


imperzonation. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY 
CHEEKY BOY THAT. 


Unele Joshua (from Yorkshire), Ah! ma lad, ye didn't expect 
to see me to-day, I'm Lerevieg ¢ ut Ah’ve gotten a law case on, 
and had to come oop soodden like. Ah've won me suit, and—— 

Little Bobbie (in awe and admiration), 1s that the suit you 
won, uncle? 

een 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConbDucTED By Lapy Dowpy. 
—_—~— 


RuBy.—My experience is that Ean de Cologne produces henrt- 
burn and makes the nose red. Try a little brandy. It hus the 
sane effect and is certainly much more wholesome, 

Maria.—I never heard of Screecham’s Pills. He doesn't adver- 
tise with us, so he can't be much good. I am inclined to think 
that your red nose is caused by indigestion, the remedy for 
which is a strict attention to diet. You must not eat meat, fish, 
bread, vegetables, or fruit, and biscuits are best avoided. On no 
account drink tea, coffee, aerated waters, milk, beer, wine, spirits, 
or water. Persevere with this for a few weeks, and you will 
have ceased to suffer. 

MarTHA.—I suspect that your red nose is caused by wearing an 
ill-titting corset. Nothing will produce this cruel distigurement 
sooner than this. Go to Brown, in Regent Street, and buy one 
of their five guinea “ Fit-you-like-a-glove” corsets. Put it on in 
the show room, for they keep a small gas-engine for lacing-up 
I and when you get home soak your nose in glycerine 
or twentv-four hours. 

WorkiED ONE.—I can assure you that it is no trouble to answer 
my correspondents, in fact the more 1 get the better I like it, 
because 1 am paid by 8 . You are, indeed, in a difticult 
position. If you marry the wealthy old man Bertie might not 
ike it, and would probably refuse to wait for you until you were 
once wore free: and, on the other hand, if you wed Bertie, as 
you have no money and he has less, that is to say is in debt, 
there is no doubt that you would have to economize consider- 
arf 2 oer to make both ends meet. Cannot you compromise 
Ww 


LITTLE BuTTERCUP.—The stoutness and want of breath, of which 
a complain, most likely arise from debility, and you will tind 
t to build up your constitution with a course of tonics 
and plenty of nourishing food. Drink stout, and as exercise 
distresses you, avoid it as much as possible. Sorry I cannot 
recomme: in a medical man, but doctors don't advertise, and 
1 am only allowed to recommend advertisers in this column. 
SaPPHOo.—You don't say what colour you are, but from your hand- 
writing 1 should imagine you were very fair, with golden hair 
and blue eyes, im which case you must furnish your drawing- 
room ia blue and gold. In ce case it must match your com- 
plexion. Have all the woodwork painted ivory white, and with 
gold chairs upholstered in blue damask = room ought to look 
narnlse- It is cheaper in the end to have the chairs le of 
real gold, because when the fashion alters, or you get tired of 
them, you can always get a fair peice for them from the rag and 
bone man. I should certainly think, if you go to work economic- 
ally, that you ought to be able to furnish your room nicely for 
about £400, but you had better go to Joneson, of Curtain Road, 
and be sure and mention my name, and he will do it for you as 
cheaply as possible, 


A STRIKING EVENT. 


him firstgo. . . . . . . Gothi 


Madge. 1 say, Ethel, that's the new curate talking to ma. Toxaay says I can't hit 
sot him 


(Saturday, May 30, 1896, 


CHUCKS. 


(A RoMaxce OF THE Ratt.) 
ee ee 
CHAPTER VIII. 

THE thought of a possible vengeance lifted Chucks f, 

depth of despair into which his soul had for some time Lene 
lunged, and the improvement in his temper was marked toulh 
he was not that he was more cheerful, but he was lesa chronicaljy 
gloomy. His face was y 
occasionally illumined 
by a smile, which smile 
was visible to Annie 
Maria Morkings, the 
daughter of the lady 
who did for Chucks in 
a landlady sort of way, 
and Annie Maria Mor- 
kins redoubled her 
etforts to fix the wan- 
dering affections of 
Chucks in a more dis- 
tinctly local way than 
formerly. 

Nor was Annie Maria 
Morkinsa _ unsuccessful. 2 
Annie Maria was a 
smart-looking girl. She 
had not the opportuni- 
ties to charm that Miss 
Sprotchley had enjoyed, 
but she was not less 
charming, though in a 
more homely way. Her 
redoubled efforts to be 
more fascinating added 
greatly to the comfort 
of Chucks. When he 
came home at night he 
found his slippers toast- 
ing at the fire, and 
grateful to the tired feet 
of a railway man. He 
had once observed a neat darn in a stocking where once there had 
been a hole, and when he charged Annie Maria with having mended 
the worn footwear she blushingly admitted the fact. 

Nor was the blush less a Annie Maria on the occasion 
when she had sewn a button on the neck of Chucks's shirt while 
Chucks was still inside that shirt. It was at the back of the neck, 
but Chucks found the contact with the soft cool fingers so much to 


It was at the back of the neck, 


his liking that he to wrench off the one in front 80 as to 
prolong the operation. 
Annie M was little—Chucks was big and burly. Annie 


Maria's eyes were busy directed on the work she had undertaken, 
and the eyes of Chucks having nothing else to do wandered wver 
Lhe face of gon now “ — to his own. Ph — that 
she was pretty. There wasa sprightly o about Annie Maria 
that was absent from the false S: ckisy, Chucks in_ his heart 
wondered if Miss Sprotchley couid have sewn on a shirt button, he 
felt certain she would never have darned a stocking. 

And as he speculated farther the job of button-sewing came to 
an end, The thread was tough, the scissors were mislaid. Annie 
Maria had to stand on tiptoe to bite the thread, her face ws 
almost touching that of Chucks, And Chucks kissed Annie Maria, 

“Chucks!” said Annie Maria. 

“T couldn't help it,” said Chucks, confused, “you looked 80 nice.” 

“T'll never sew on a button for you again,” said Annie Maria, 
with the sweetest possible pout. 

“Oh! don’t say 80,” said Chucks. “Consider the temptation. 
Forgive me this once.” 

* Well, I'll forgive you.” 

“Then give me a kiss to show that you forgive me,” said the 


daring Chucks. 
“Certainly not—neveragain. You have got enough to last youfor 
a week,” said Annie Maria, as she approached the door of the room. 


“Well, Pll wait till next week,” said Chucks, as Annie Maris 
escaped at the door. 

That kiss cleared the heart of Chucks of the Sprotehley microbes 
which had infested it, and left a new brand in their place. 

“By jove! but she is a nice little girl, and I wonder 1 never 
noticed it before,” said Chucks, as he mused over the incident. 
“She's worth fifty ee he continued, “a stuck up thing 
that thought her-elf better than everyone else.’ 

Chucks once more appeared on the arrival and departure plat- 
form, and was one of the most assiduous of railway servants. but 
it was a changed Chucks. No longer did he bother to open carriage 
doors, or to make efforts to secure the passengers who were likely 
to be the most generous in regard to tips. He was always first 
at the luggage van, always first to throw open the doors of that 
gloomy car, always first to plunge into its darksome recesses, and 
was the busiest in tossing out the heavy luggage which it con- 
tained. The heavier the bux or her-cased package the more 
welcome it appeared to be to Chucks. He swung it round like 4 
champion strong man, and tossed it from him like a toy. : 

For, despite the softer influence implanted in his heart by Annie 
Maria Morkins, Chucks was still hungering for vengeance and was 
developing muscle. 

(To be continued next week.) 


eee ee 


NO WONDER. 


“The people call me Fairy.” 


saturday, May $0, 1896.) 


SNATCHER'S PALS 


No. 14.—Uoppy. 


Coddy is a aisappointed dog. He says he was born for the 
country and not for a dirty by-street in Battersea, and he will 
babble of fields, green or ploughed, in corn or in stubble, till it 
gives Snatcher the pip. Coddy says if everyone had their rights 
he should be hunting the artful fox or noble stag, pointing to 
partridges or gathering up the gaudy pheasant, trotting by the 
side of the farmer astride his nag and going for any stray hare, 
rabbits, stoat, or weasel that might turn up while he and his 
master went their rounds. The only sport he can get is cats, and 
they laugh at and defy him now; and who can be surprised when 
his owner's bl brats dress him up as a soldier, call him “the 
enemy "—he who js so thoroughly English and loves his country 
outside London, so well—and shoot at him with chewed paper? 
He says he knows what the end will be: someday or other. while 
the one-sided battle is raginz, he'll go for those brats and bite ‘em, 


on and then people will say “ Rabies!" and poison him, 
- ils i, To be continued} 

to oe 

to A VERY BIG “FOWL.” 


Lil (playin 


2). Er—was that a foul? 
Tril, Fow) ae “ :t 


hould call it a turkey ! 


TOO STUPID OF HIM. 
“AH!"* remarked the poe, Mirs Dashahead, ns she rapidly 


disposed of a vanilla and raspberry in a cool corner of the conser. 
vatory, “Ah! you can’t lick an ice cream this hot weather.” 


nee THE AUTOMATIC M.D. 
n automatic arrangement is now afoot whereby medici: . be 
Obtained on the “ Penny-in-aSlot” ret ipead baa lene 
IF you are ill— 
Ur have the “ Blues,” 
And fain a pill 
Or draught would 


Ay! heres 


A Docto 
lue Cowsurr St 


_To mend your ills ; 

No need for Cash 

_For Doctor's bills ! 

Yor soon in every street 
_ youll see 

The iffenny -in -a- Slot 


Are “rules” 
“views” ; 

And these with care 

You'll first peruse, 

Vhen thus you've got 

Your ailment’s “ plan” 

Try on the spot 

This Medicine Man ! 
Thus cured you'll be for a nominal fee 
By the Penny-in-the-Slot M.D.' 


and 


NA 


BUT THE PASTOR DIDN'T SEE IT. 
r THE rector was hunting up subscriptions on behalf of his Church 
storuion Fund, and after putting the case strongly toa wealthy, 
a absent-minded, member of his congregation, the latter sit 
“wn and made out a cheque for a hundred guineas, The goo 
an was delighted. “ My dear sir,” he exclaimed, “this is indecd 
“nerous of you, but—er—permit me to point out that you 
i * forgotten to sign your name.” “ Yes, yes, I know," responded 
'¢ other, blandly ; “I wish to remain anonymous.” 


. A LITTLE MISTAKE. 
Ewaneipated Fair One, 1 am told, sir, that you are rather 
Merestad in Woman's Development, 
Fate Companion, Very much so, madam T do one 
f the largest businesses in artificial padding in the world, and if 
°U Te tequiring anything in my line I shall be only too delighted 
alesse (But the Emancipated Fair One fled with a sheiek, 


1 assure you. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 
HIGH STREET, NEWMARKET. 
May 18th, 1896. 

My Dear ALLy,—!1 write in considerable anxiety to know what 
hax became of the Skunk. No mention of him has been made in 
your esteemed journal Leal d and | do not see his name in any of 
the handicaps, Surely you have not disposed of the noble steed ? 
| feel sure that, as the sporting writers say, “he will win a race one 
day.” Relieve our minds, dear ALLY, the suspense is more than 
we can bear.—Devotedly yours, 

Aw Ever Coxstant READER. 

[We are nappy to assure our correspondent that the famous 
thoroughbred is still in the Eminent's possession and in the best 
of health. He is being saved for the—, but no—we are bound to 
secrecy.—ED.]} 

Seana 3 ceed 


THE Menten whoted happen gin brief 
young ister Ww yet to ho 8 virgin , sat at 
his writing-table before the window that overlooked the trees in 
ueen’s Bench walk, and tried hard to open the seventh chapter— 
the one in which the villain besmirches the fair name of the heroine 
and a in a cargo boat—of his maiden — the one 
which was to bring him the oof and fame that did not look like 
turning up by the more professional route. 
Outside, in an office wong J four feet by five feet six, sate the 
y who “junior.c "for all the barristers 
the flat—seven of ‘em. 1 


The afternoon ones on, but still the young barrister, who had yet 
in 


to hold his virgin brief, had only written “Chap. VIi.: A Thrust 
“ ee Dark.” Somehow or other the rest didw seem to “occur” 
oO him, 


Strained a little in the cheeks, and a bit dry in the mouth, but 
cheered by the thoughts of a ha'porth of “pokey” on the 
home, the small boy who “ junior-clerked” for the barristers 
sharing the tlat—seven of ‘em—went on whistling. 

The afternoon passed and the shades of evening came on. The 
Temple clock, in «leep sonorous tones, chimed out the hour of seven. 
The voung man, to whom inspiration came not, started up from 
his chair, and, plunging his hands into his breeches pockets, pulled 
forth his last arty 2 

“My very Inst!" he muttered ; “nothing else in the cold, wide 
world but a few conpers, and yet I must doit. William!” 

In obedience to the summons the small boy who junior-clerked 
for the barristers who shared the fiat, shambled in and stood 
meaningleasly with one foot on the other and his hand on the 
opting press, which was never uscd, 

“ William,” said the young lawyer desperately, “ what time does 
the Tivoli open?” 

“ Seven o'clock, sir.” 

“Good! the doors are — now. Take this—my last silver coin 
—leave whatever you are doing outside, and get up to the Tivoli 
and spend the rest of the evening.” 

“ Anythink else, sir?” 

“ Yer, yes—more particular than all the rest—/carn a new song ! 
Five minutes more of ‘ Chip, chip, chip, shu went’ would drive me 
jutoa monkery !” 

ae a 


HE WASN'T HURRYING. 


THE pare sighed with deep concern, 
And struck a pleading attitude : 

“ Pray cure me in a week, and earn 
My everlasting gratitude i 

The candid doctor cried, “Not me! 
"Twill yield me more beatifude 

To earn a three-months'-lasting fee, 
Than ever-lasting gratitude!" 


—— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFI1XN5 (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR FIFTEAN, 

Ir wos menny weery dais, deer redur, air i wos serfishuntli 
rekuvered from the shok of mi luver's rfiddy tu se about seakin 
anuther plaice. The krool deseat wot had bean pracktis'd on me 
had uninged mi brane, and foar sum time i la betwean life 
deth. But ‘avin bean at lenth pronnounsed konverlassunt bi the 
utendunt fizzishuns and Em Deas, i wunce moar imbarked on the 
stormi se of dermestick servitood. 

Mi knu cituashun wos at a yung kupples as had not bean marrid 
verry long. They wos both of them verry nice, and lived in a 
pretty house in the countray, with luvly fields orl streechin round, 
and kows and sheap and pigs a-chewin thair kuds in the medders, 
wich wos « welkum change foar me arftur mi larst tu s 
seamed to ‘ave plenty of muny, tho i herd in the vi that the 
lady's par wos very rich indead, and ‘avin foarbiden her tu ‘ave 
enny moar tu du with her yung man, she had run awa and got 
marrid tu him, and her krool parunt had karst her orf foar evvur. 
Kuayhow she did not seam tu be much effecktid bi this treetmunt, 
and apeard quite ‘appy with the man of her choise, hoo, I kood 
sea, luved her pr aan How diffruat such konstansy from the 

didn’t do no wurk, ‘avin, as i 


perfiddyusniss of Alfrid 

Mr. Mayne, wich wos thair naim. 
lurnt from a yung man that ‘elped in the house with the butes and 
winders and maid himself geurilly yuseful, a litul inkum of his 
oan, and the missis wood not heer of ‘is livin in Lundun, wair he 
kood inkrease it. Mi marster, ‘owevver, had a ‘obbs, wich wos 
the keapin of a littul modul farm. Jim, wich wos the naim of the 
‘andy yuth that did od jobs, sed, in konfydunce, as he (the 
marster) lorst a lot of muny ovur it, wich i kan wel beleave ; foar, 
not ‘avin enuf men tu luk arftur things and wantin tu du most of 
it ‘imself, thair wos orlwais wun thing or uther goin rong. 

And sumthin of the sort wos ‘apenin constant. Wun da the 
tu kows wood brake down the hedge and get intu the rode 
und wander awa, or elce sum kolts wood jump intu the field 
wair thair wos sum korn growin belongin toa naburin farm. The 
farmer wood gai orful things as he drove them out, and rite leturs 
to Mr. Mayne thretenin ackshans foar hevy dammygis. The fowls 
wos & nusunse, they wood not keap out of the gardun. Thair wos 
hi netin orl round tu stop them, but ths maid ‘oles in it or 
skratched under it, and wen that wos mendid thay flu ovur sumow 
and thair tha wos wen you kaim down in the mornin raking up orl 
the choise seals and maikin grate ‘oles in the flour bedds, Mr. 
Mayne wood put his ‘ed out of the winder sumtimes erly in the 
mornin, cea tuem busy at work, and then shout out frantickilly 
from the top of the stares, “ Elizabeth, ig and drive then d— 
fowls out of the gardun til i can kum and ‘elp you.” . 

But i nevur kood du much good. The rechid berds yused tu fli 
and run about in orl dereckshuns, til i thort i shud ‘ave gorn mat 
with rage at them, and pore marster wosn’t much bettur at it, and 
arftur gettin hot and angri chasin them out, verry likli in tha 
kaim agane orlmost befoar brekfust was ovur. 

Them fowls wos the verry bane of mi icksistunce. 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

SHAKESPERIAN Mem.—Thirsty policemen don't like the latest 
version of Harmlet. ’ 

CRICKET Mem.—“ Coverpoint” : Boy carefully epreading sheet 
of tissue paper over bent pin. 

“THE Mower the Merrier."—When the scythe-wielder gets his 
luncheon beer. 

CHARADE.—(1) A Famous Cricketer; (2) Ditto. 
Famous Heroine. Answer: Grace Darling. 
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BIROS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, Feyrnen!"— Abe. 


ah 
Very 
No. 12.—THE WHITE SToRK. 
“My aviary’s growing so full, I can find 
. _ Scant room for a big bird like you ; 
And so I am thinking, if you do not mind, 
ig you round to the Zoo,” 


—A. SLopER, Poet Laurcate, cto 
—— 


AN UNKIND REFLECTION. 


Miss Betty (with pride). Well, Donald, what do you think of that? 
Donald, 'm jue thinkin’ the fish must ha’ been oncommon 


hungry. 
ee 


A HASTINGS HERMIT. 

THE afternoon was blazing hot, but thirstily he strode, a brickie's 
labourer out on strike—but it's too hot for verse. Up, up the 
clifls towards the much overrated, not to mention overworked, 
“ Lover's Seat,” Cornelius O'Driscoll wended his way. He had 
left his address with the walking delegate ; all he had to du was to 
rusticate on his strike pay till the em porere gave in, 

A sudden turn in the road brought him to a large burrow— 
bigger than ever was foxes’—and, gazing into it, he sighted an old 
comrade, a familiar face though begrimed by dirt aud stained by 
tobacco juice. 

“Be th’ powers, but ‘tis Tim Doolan o’ Vinayger Yard!” 

“ Phwhist, ye fool!” cried Tim. for it was indeed he, “don't go 
an’ give th’ show away, Oi'm not Tim Doolan till Froiday.” 

“ An’ who are ye, thin!” 

“Oi'm th’ Hermit o’ Fairloight—no other.” 

“Ye are?” ‘ 

“Oiam. An’ wouldn't echoreso’ fellys jump at the job, nayther! 
Moi word! The chap phwhat keeps the pub. just below here 
allows me sivin bob a wag A aa hermit for the ‘scursionists, an’ is 
it carryin’ bricks up a er in London I'd be phwhen sich a 
sighnocure is goin’. Git aaf naow, hyers some trippers comin’, an’ 
if they catch me brogue ‘twill queer the pitch !” 

ee 


AN X RAY REVELATION. 
I wonDen if her heart is mine? 
This question often vexed me, 
From Fanny I received no sizn— 
She bothered and perplex'd me! 
Her eyes of blue, her grace, her air, 
At once my fancy captured ; ; 
Sometimes her frown brought deep dcepair, 
At times her smiles enraptured. 
For peace I sought the Réntgen art, 
And now I’ve done with Fanny ; 
1 tried the X rays on her heart, 
And found she hadn't any, 


— 


THE SORROWS OF—SHOPMEN. 


v 
Custamer (who has been making up her mind for the last 
teow hours), And you don't think it's likely to make one round. 
eheulel: reed? 


6 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. (Saturday, May 30, 1896, 
HEAR! HEAR! 


TEE POR Porrna Gea. ANOTHER FLASH FROM THE “FRIV.” 


Indignant Patriot. What's this talk about 
England being without an ally? Does her 
own SLOPER, then, count for nothing ! 


MORE IMPRESSIONISM. 


No 431.—Mre. Joun AktHeEL CoLuinGs, F.O.S. 

“Though well known in Bohemia, our hero is an 
Englishman by birth, and his native land has good 
reason to be proud of him. At about six months he 
had already shown unmistakeable signs of musical 
talent, and his sonatas on the curl-paper and comb, 
and fantasias and reveries on the Jew's harp and 
mouth accordion brought tears to the eyes of 
experts, At three he decided to devote his talenta 
to the cornet, but on the neighbours presenting a 
monster petition against this mis-directiou of genius, 
he commenced studying the pianoforte, and haa 
stuck to that instrument with signal success ever 
since. John is in great demand at concerts and 
musical gatherings of every description, where his 
brilliant playing and skill as an accompanist have 
won him fame and fortune. Chiefly because he's a 
splendid ‘band,’ he was created F.0.8., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him February 
22nd, 1896."— Debrett Improced, 


vi UI 
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“There's your pet bugbear up in that box to-night, Tottie.” “That one? Oh! he’s 
- a mere fleabite to the other one.” 


Snobbs (viewing picture). This is one of 
your most successful figure subjects. 
THE LATEST STYLE. Madder Brown, You're holding it upsice 


down. | intended that for a mountain storm, 
PRETTY LITTLE INNOCENT! 


A CHARITY SERMON. 
Preacher. Dearly Beloved Brethren, the Scripture 
Sr uisaaden: and ted di f 
udden and unexpected disa rance 0 
a pinshly-teapeotod aeukee of the 
congregation, 


. 

“Daring ETHEL,—Dick is growling like 
anything about the way I hold my skirts when 
crossing the road. He says it’s like being is 
the front row at the Alhambra. | don't know 
what he means.—Ever yours, TRIXIE.” 


Beet een e ihe cer iatest, (2) Mr. D'Oogicss, Snakes! and 1 wanted 


D %, 
You'll find a 74 hts behind you. ‘em sent home on the nod. HE'S ONE OF THE JAYS. 


Pr wm-Pom, Well I'm ——!! If that cat 
eine. Weraiyait aa FIRST MEET OF THE “TOOTSIE BATHING CLUB.” 


~~ N 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 
After acup or two, with etceteras, this girl actually 


aes 


had the cheek to ask Bob to stand her a brougham. ae => Old Gentleman (from the eauntry—just 
His lordship asked if she couldn't make it a bit : — awoke up), What a pity, and Pd got a mice 
easier for him, so she suggested a diamond necklace. The Hon, Dovdledum Dashington. 1 say, you girls. you needn't say anything about little sun I was ging to ask ‘em tu take ce 


Tea is sometimes very stimulating ! this to my people. of for me. 
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